7 he mofl lamntahk Trii£e<Jle 

Reft on my word, and let not difeontent 

Dauntall yourhopcs:M3damehecoinfortsyou, 

Can ana kc you greater then tha^ceneof Gothesi 
LauiruAyoM arc not difpleafd with this. 

LaimiA. Notlmy Lord,fith true Nobilitic, 

Warrants thefc words in princely curtefie. 

Satw. Thankesrwcete/l4«<«/^,Romanslctvsgoe, 
Raunfomlcs heere we fet 0 urprifoner$frce> 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trunspe and Drum. . 
Bafsianns. Lord Ttitts by your Icaue, this maid is mine, j 
Tituf. How fir, arc you incarneft then my Lordi 
Bafsia, I noble Titttt , and refolu’d withall. 

To doemy felfe this reaibnandthis right. 

MarcuSt y«««»c«/(5f«<»wisoiirRotDanciuftktf> 

This Prince in iilftice ceazeth but his owne. 

Lhc 'ihi. And that he will and fliall.if Lmtui liue. 

Titus, Tray tors auaunt, where is the Emperours gardf 
Treafon my Lord, Lmmai% furprifde. 

Satur, Surprifde.by whomc? 

’Bafsia. By himthatiuftlymay 
Bcarc his betrothd.from all the world away. 

^J^utiut. Brothers hclpc to coniicy her hence away, 
And withmy fword Ilekeepethisdoorefafc. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and He foonc bring her back. 
Muttus, My Lord you paffenot hecre. 

Titus, what villaine boy, batft memy way in Rome? 
Mutius Helpe hclpc. Hektllthtm, 

Lucius, My Lord you arc vniuft, and mare then Co, 

In wrongf nil quarreil you haue flaine your fonne. 

Titus. Nor thou, nor he are any foones of mine. 

My fonnes would ncucr fo dilhonour me. 

Tray tor reftore Luuinia to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead if you w ill but not to be his vvifcj 
Thatisauothers lawful! pronuftloue. 

■ ' inttr 


ofTtmAnitoniem] 

Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamara and hertm 
fonnesx and Aron the Moore. 

Emperour, No Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her,nor thec.nor any of thy ftockc ; 

Ile trufl; by Icifure him that mocks me once, 

Thee neuer, nor thy trayteroiis haughty Tonnes, 
Confederates all thus to dilhonour me. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 
Bat Saturnine? Full well 

Agree thcfedecds, with tbatproudbraggeefthine, 

That faidft Ibegd the Empire at thy hands. 

Titus. O monftrous* what rcprochfuH words are thefc? 

♦ Satur. Butgoethy waycs.goegiuethatchangingpcccc. 
To him that flourilht for her with his fword : 

A valiant fonnein law thou Ibaltenioy, 

Oncjfit to bandy with thy la wlcfle Tonnes, 

To ruffle in the Common.wealth of Rome. 

Tttus. Thefewordsarerazors tomy wounded hart. 

Sktur And thereforclouely Toward Quccnc of Gotfacs. 
That like the ftately Thebe mongft her Nimphs, 

Doft ouerfliine tbegallant’ft Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodaine choyfe. 

Behold I choofe thee Tamora for my Bride, 

And will create thc€|EmpcrcflcofRome. 
SpcakeQueeneefGothes doft thou applaud my choyfc? 
And hcerel fweare by all thcRomaine Gods, 

Sith Prieftandhely water arefoneere. 

And tapersburnefo brigbt,and cuery thing 
In readmes for (land, 

I willnot refalutc the ftrects of Rome, 

Or climemyPaUace,tilfromforthihisplace, 

I lead cfpoufdcmy Bride along with me. 

Zamora. And hecre in fight of heauen to Rome I fwcare, 
It S aturnme aduance the Queene of Gothes, 

? 3 


Shee 


